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maining on the defensive or whether the viceroy
intended to attack. Napoleon's own where-
abouts, too, was a mystery. Might he not make
a sudden attempt to wedge his way into the gap
caused by Kutusoffs delay and separate Blucher's
army from that of Wittgenstein? And Blucher
was in a country, Saxony, which had not yet
declared which side it would espouse, that of the
hero in whose honour its chief university had chris-
tened the stars or that of its own German kith and
kin. The Tsar Alexander and King Frederick
William were already in negotiation with King
Frederick Augustus, and Blucher ordered his
troops to spare the Saxon population in every way
and not to fire on Saxon troops unless in actual
self-defence. He might have reflected indeed that
since the wars of the Reformation Saxony had
always preferred alliance with the foreigner and
had not the least vestige of German feeling.

Gneisenau, in Blucher's name, now issued a
stirring manifesto:

Saxons [it ran], we Prussians enter your territory
stretching out to you a fraternal hand. A terrible
judgment has been held in Eastern Europe by the
Lord God of hosts; and, through the sword, through
hunger and through cold, the angel of death has swept
out of existence thrice a hundred thousand of those
foreigners who in the pride and arrogance- of their
good fortune endeavoured to subject the land to their
yoke. Guided and directed by the finger of provi-
dence we are marching forth to fight for the security